wen, wun ais pa.ic lauc, ucm iurwa.ru, HIIU it huge pack of books under his left arm. Every morning I would watch the tall boy walk up the street, turn at a certain corner, and disappear. He would stride rapidly, looking at no one, his " nose buried in his books," our neighbours said respectfully. When his mother, telling my mother the wonders of her son, would be asked, " And what will he be? " she could not reply. She really did not know.
I too came to wonder what he would " be." One day his mother told my mother that he was " through," and that he had taken " first honour." None of us knew what that meant, but Soho was proud of him. Then he left Soho never to return. The others forgot him. But to me he was always a mysterious figure, the first figure that I consciously [46]
